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other comrades married. The developments came in for com-
mentaries and discussions in private among comrades. Some
went to the extent of asserting that the revolutionary spirit of
Communists was getting dampened. Some began to undertake
self-criticism on whether they had fallen too deeply under the spell
of sterile nationalism. "Among us the shadow of bourgeois culture
is lengthening," said others.

"How can there be socialism without class conflict and civil war?"
some asked emphatically. "Freedom has come! Where is equal
justice for the poor and the oppressed? If it does not exist, what
kind of freedom is this? For whom is this independence?" Such
cries were raised by others.

While such issues were debated privately and frankly, I could
see that a variety of confusions and self-justifying tendencies were
emerging within the party and among the comrades. Nevertheless,
the Communists were conscious of the value and importance of the
tasks that were yet to be performed, and the need for vigilance.
They thought about the country, the people and the party seriously
and from various angles.

At that time Mahatma Gandhi was shot dead.

I am selling our newspaper in Mount Road, opposite the Round
Tana (a roundabout). At the entrance of the Indian Express, a poster
is being pasted: GANDHIJ1 SHOT DEAD. I can hardly conceive
that someone can shoot Gandhi, or that he will die, or that death
is possible in his case. I approach the crowd to sell my newspaper.
A man who reads the poster exclaims to me, "Oh! Gandhiji shot
dead!" I ask him: "What does that mean?" He does not reply. Well,
something terrible has happened, I think. Everywhere people are
standing in groups, and are enormously agitated. They are closing
all the shops. I too pack up my books and get into a tram. As 1
sit down, the man next to me asks me in English: "What is the reason
for the crowd?" I tell him in English something that 1 still do not
understand: "Gandhiji Shot Dead."
"What? Gandhiji? Shot? Dead?" He asks me four questions about
what I myself have told him.
I reply in English:' "Yes!" The man gets down at the very next
stop weeping. Even then it does not register in my mind that